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And then misunderstood and worshipped him ;
A woman was lovely and men fought for her,
Towns burnt for her, and men put men  in

bondage,

But she put lengthier bondage on them all;
A wanderer toiled among all the isles
That fleck this turning star or shifting sea,
Or lonely purgatories of the mind,
In longing for his home or his lost love.

Poetry is founded on the hearts of men :
Though in Nirvana or the Heavenly courts
The principle of beauty shall persist,
Its body of poetry, as the body of man,
Is but a terrene form, a terrene use,
That swifter being will not loiter with;
And, when mankind is dead and the world cold,
Poetry's immortality will pass,
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0, CARTMEL bells ring soft to-night,
And Cartmel bells ring clear
But I lie far away to-night,
Listening with my dear ;
Listening in a frosty land
Where all the bells are still
And the small-windowed bell-towers stand
Dark under heath and hill.
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